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SUN-TIME
by Suzanne Burgoyne Dieckman
ryeshta sat on the riverback, watching
skyrr birds skim over the water in little
leafy boats. The sun sat high in the sky.
His yellow smile caressed Mryeshta's
face. It was still sun-time. There was
no need to be afraid.
Mryeshta amused herself by tossing sun-lilies to the birds, who snapped them up and
skittered aesoss the water with a flutter of feathery
sails.
"Korr," she said to her tutor, who was instantly
sitting beside her, "Korr, what shall we do this suntime?"

Kerr's beard fluttered in shock.
"One does not," he managed to say sternly, "pay
calls upon one's elders unless one is invited."
"Is he or is he not my Poppa, as you have always
told me?" Mryeshta demanded.
"Well, of course, but-"
"Then he should be delighted to welcome me. He
always comes out to visit me each sun-time. I am
merely returning the courtesy." Mryeshta smiled in
triumph at the finality of her logic.

"Possibly," he mused, stroking his long fingers,
"you would enjoy sailing down the river with the skyrr
birds."

Korr sighed. "I fear I was correct in my observation. You are being difficult. Just supposing that you
persisted in this precarious endeavour, would you
mind informing me how you propose to arrive at your
destination?"

"Oh, but Korr," she protested, "we did that suntime before last."

"Silly Korr." Mryeshta stroked his whiskers fondly. "I shall fly with the fish, of course."

"Was it not pleasant?" Korr asked (an injured
tone, a tone of slight reproach).

Mryeshta scampered across the meadow, followed by a still- protesting Korr. She gave a trilling
whistle, and three large puff-fish drifted towards her.

"Oh yes." Contritely, she kissed his eyebrows.
"Only ... "
"Only what?"
"I should like to do something else."
"Then perchance," Korr knitted his brows in
thought "You might ride the green caterpillar through
the forest."

"I shall need some cord and a basket. Large
enough to sit in."
Sighing again, Korr unfolded his triangularshaped hat until it made a basket just large enough for
a girl of Mryeshta's size to sit in comfortably.
"Now the cord, if you please."
"I haven't any."

"Ugh," said Mryeshta. "His velvet is prickly and
makes me itch." Discreetly, she indicated that portion
of her small body which was particularly sensitive to
caterpillar velvet.

"But Mryeshta," Korr pleaded, "think. If I give you
my belt, what will I use to hold up my trousers?"

Korr wrinkled his nose. "Shu," he said. "You are
being most difficult this sun-time."

"I shan't be gone Jong. In the meantime, you can
sit here listening to the singing of the meadowgrass."

"What I should really like to do," Mryeshta
proposed, opening and closing her hands like a butterfly, "is something we have never done before."
Kerr's eyebrows flew up to the top of his
forehead.
"And what particular type of excursion did you
have in mind?"
A twinkle danced in Mryeshta's eyes.
"I should like," she whispered, "to visit Poppa
Sun."
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"What about your belt?"

Mryeshta held out her hand insistently.
Sighing so loudly he drowned out the
meadowgrass, Korr unwound the three twisted silver
cords from his waist. Mryeshta tied one end of each
cord to a comer of the basket and the other to the tail
of a puff-fish. Then she hopped into the basket and
seated herself, her rainbow-colored skirt fluffing up
around her knees.
"Goodbye, Korr," she said. "I'll be sure to tell
Poppa Sun how well you've been taking care of me."

She gave another whistle and the puff-fish began
to inflate, their sides stretching rounder and fatter as
they rose higher and higher. She leaned over the edge
of the basket to wave to Korr. He looked up at her,
one hand flapping morosely and the other holding up
his trousers.
"Goodbye, Mryeshta," he called. "Don't lean over
too far. Don't fly too fast. Don't swing in the basket.
And don't, don't, don't stay too late. Be back before
dark-time."
She nodded and waved as Korr grew smaller.
Suddenly she saw him jumping up and down, the
trousers sprawled around his ankles. His words rose
to her in faint snatches.
" ... forgot ... warn you ... watch out for ... "
Mryeshta nodded and waved. Dear old Korr.
Always warning her about something. Though if she
weren't looking out for him, he'd be the one to step in
a mudhole. It certainly kept her busy, looking after
Korr, and she felt a slight pang of guilt at leaving him,
Still, he couldn't get into much trouble listening to the
meadowgrass, and be wasn't likely to wander too far
away without his belt.
The puff-fish rose like shimmering bubbles. The
land fell away, a green island in a round blue sky.
Mryeshta watched the trees shrink into ruffled pompoms. Then she looked up.
"Greetings, Poppa Sun," she called gaily. "It's me.
Mryeshta. I'm coming for a visit. Korr said one doesn't
go calling unless one is invited. But I knew you'd be
happy to see me. You will, won't you?"
The sun beamed benignly.
"Faster," Mryeshta whistled to the fish. "Faster.
Fly up, up, up to my Poppa the Sun."
And the puff-fish rose faster, faster, higher,
higher. Mryeshta crooned a greeting to the sun.
A sudden jolt shook the basket. The puff-fish

shuddered. Then the wind came curling round again,
winding basket and fish in its coils.
"Poppa!" cried Mryeshta.
But the wind spun the cry away. Whistling gleefully, the wind snatched its prey and made off towards
its lair in the north sky.
Mryeshta clung to the shuddering basket. The
puff-fish squeaked in alarm as the wind twirled them.
Silver cords creaked and strained.
"Poppa!" Mryeshta called again, but the sun was
buried in swirls of mist as a ragged cloud swallowed
her. Cold droplets ran down her cheeks. All around
her, gray wraiths rose and fell from the mist. Mryeshta
shivered. Her dress clung clammily to her skin.

"Wind," she commanded. "Let me go at once. Else
the Sun, my Poppa, will punish you."
The wind hissed mockingly.
Mryeshta paused. Korr had told her that her
Poppa was all- powerful in sun-time. But the wind
seemed unimpressed. Perhaps it would be better to
appeal to his generosity.
"Wind," she pleaded humbly, "I am but a little girl
who has done you no harm. I was merely passing
through the sky on my way to visit Poppa. I did not
mean to trespass on your domain. Won't you please
let me go?"
The wind whistled scornfully and gave the basket
a twirl. Mryeshla crouched in the bottom to keep from
falling out. Closer crept the cloud wraiths, stroking
her with clammy fingers. Stay with us, they whispered,
you belong to us now.
Mryeshta was a little girl, after all. She did what
any other little girl in her place would have done. She
began to weep.
Yes, yes, whispered the wraiths. Water the earth
with your flesh. Let the solid become liquid and the
liquid become mist You are one of us now.
Indeed, when Mryesbta touched her checks, she
found her face beginning to dissolve where the tears
had dripped. She paused in mid-teardrop and
reflected.
"You know,• she said to the wraiths, "I th.ink I
would rather not become one of you. You are cold and
damp and not at all substantial. I prefer to remain
what I am."
So saying, she whispered to herself the secret
words Korr had taught her, and the tears ceased
flowing.
The wraiths were angry.
"So," they hissed, "unsubstantial, are we? Keep
your clumsy, heavy body, then. Little good will it do
you!"
They spun around in eddies of mocking laughter.
"What are you planning to do with me?" Mryeshta
asked.
"Keep you here until dark-time."
Mryeshta peered into the mist.
"Korr, is that you?"
"Of course not," the tutor snapped from his perch
on a thunderhead. "Since when have I taken to flying-at my age!"
"Who are you, then?" Mryeshta asked, not quite
sure if he were joking.
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"I'm an image of me, of course."
"Can you help me?"
The phantom-Kon
shrugged, and Mryeshta
noticed that he was indeed transparent, little swirls of
cloud showing through his black cloak where his
stomach would be.
"Some images have more power than others,"
.
"Well," Mryeshta demanded, "are you a powerful
image or a not-so- powerful one?"
"That depends," the image said, crossing his lanky
legs in an attempt to keep from sinking into the cloud.
"That depends on certain factors which are extremely
difficult to explain to the layman. It's a matter of the
technology of proportional ectoplasmics, and-"
"Please," Mryeshta interrupted. "I haven't time for
a lesson at the moment. Just tell me how to get down
from here."
"Nothing easier," the Korr-image replied cheerfully. "When dark- time comes, the propellant gas in
the puff-fish's abdomens will condense, and they will
fall."
"And down will go Mryeshta, basket and all," the
wraiths added in chorus.
Mryeshta was not pleased at the prospect of a
rapid descent into dark-time.
"Karr, can't you do something?"
"Hmm." The image stroked its wispy beard. "Ah.
I have it." He reached into his cloak pocket and pulled

out a silver hatpin, which he brandished triumphantly.
"Hold onto your basket," be warned. Before Mryeshta
could stop him, be made a swift stab at the nearest
puff-fish.
The pin went right through the puff-fish without
noticeable effect. In fact, the Karr-image's thrust had
been so enthusiastic that his arm went into the pufffish as well--all the way up to the elbow.
"Shu," he said, looking crestfallen. "I seem to have
overlooked the limitations of ectoplasmic travel. Images are incapable of effecting changes in inanimate
objects."
"That's all right," Mryeshta comforted him (feeling rather relieved, herself). "But can't you think of
some way to get me down?"
"I suppose," the image-Korr said, starting to flicker, "you'll just have to wait til dark-time."
He faded in and out of focus, finally dissolving
altogether. Where the tutor's kindly bearded face bad
been appeared the mocking grin of a wraith.
"Why-you weren't Karr at all!' Mryeshta cried
angrily. "You tricked me!"
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The laughter of the wraiths was her only answer.
Mryesbta curled up in the bottom of the basket
and put her hands over her ears. Thus blotting out
sight and sound of wraiths, she proceeded to try to
think of an escape from her dilemma. However, since
there seemed to be no solution, and since the prospect
of falling into dark-time was too fearsome to contemplate, and since the basket was swaying ever so
gently back and forth, Mryeshta did the most sensible
thing for a girl in her position. She fell asleep.
. She was awakened by the feeling of falling. the
kind of bump you sometimes get at night in your own
bed. Only this time the sensation didn't stop when she
woke. Mryeshta peered cautiously over the edge of the
basket Dark-time muffled earth and sky. She could
just faintly make out three shadows hovering above.
And she sensed, though she could not see, dark spires
rising from the ground to impale her.
Dark-time. She squinted in a desperate effort to
see. Dark-time waited with open jaws. Dark-time
spawned monsters with glittering eyes. Shadowy
shapes unwound themselves from the forest treetops
and dropped soundlessly to the ground. Waiting. She
tried to scream but no sound came out.
There was a sudden,joltingjerk. Mryeshta's basket dangled. Looking up, she saw a spider-work of
lines in which her shadow- fish were entangled. Looking down, she saw flickering eyes=red, green, yellow,
purple. She tried to scream once more.
Then there was another presence: a stirring of air,
the scent of damp earth. The basket rocked gently.
Mryeshta's eyes widened in recognition.
"Mama? ...Mamal"
Karr stuck his sharp nose out his doorway. He
sneezed several times in the early-morning air,
yawned, and shuffled out into the sunlight. One large
foot tripped over something on his doorstep.
"Oof,• said Karr. He leaned over and peered at
the offending object. Then be sighed. "I might have
known."
He picked up the triangular-shaped basket.
"So," he said with an air of resignation. "We start
all over again."
He shrugged apologetically to the rising sun.
"I tried to stop her. You know bow obstinate she
can be."
He shuffled back into the but, still sighing. If only
she would make it to fifteen just ~... A gleam
appeared in the old tutor's eye, only to fade immediately. No, be admitted, by the time she's fifteen, if she

ever does get to fifteen, I'll be old enough to be her
great-great-great-great-great grandfather. At least.
She wouldn't be interested.

by Gwenyth E. Hood
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